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day. The sun was high., and the shadows drawn back
.across the road were reduced to tiny black splashes round
the bole of the coconut palms. I hoped I would be able to
buy some bananas along the road, as I hadn't brought any
lunch with me.
At the first group of native huts I saw after passing the
river, I called in and asked if I could buy some bananas.
I was refused and treated in such an abrupt and suspicious
manner that I thought I must be amongst a different class
of natives to others I had met. I went to several huts, and
at each one had the same experience—equivalent to having
the door slammed in my face. This treatment was so
different to that encountered elsewhere that my curiosity
was aroused and I demanded to be taken to the village
chief. A surly-looking youth led m6 to the chief's spacious
adobe hut, and a mountainous, thick-lipped man came out.
If it hadn't been for the size of the paunch which bulged
out and hung over the top of his red and white loin cloth, his
physique would have been perfect. His immense shoulders
and straight back, bis massive head and sturdy legs, gave an
impression of immense strength, but the rolling, fat stomach
showed that the chief had given way to easy living. V.;<A
stump of an arm hanging in a blood-stained rag sling made
me shudder inwardly as I shook hands with him. Leprosy
is prevalent in many parts of the island, and it seemed a
likely explanation for the missing lower arm.
The chief received me very solemnly, and without
replying to my question about buying bananas, he, began to
question me.
* Vous venez d'oii, M'sieur ?'   (Where do you come from ?}
4Prom Ponerihouen.'
4Mais vous n' habitez pas la, M'sieur.' (But you don't
live there.)
'No.    I come from Australia.'	.	,
'Qu'est ce que vous voulez- dire? Vous n'6tes pas
Francais ?' (Why, do you mean you're not French ?).,
'No.    I'm Australian.1

